sleeping in peace on his bed of mud in the profundity of the Bathos,  or will  he  ever again wake to dole out a lyrical ballad?   His last work to all appearance has damned him irrecoverably.   Is there any new romance by the author of The Fatal Revenge ?   What tours and travels are at present most in vogue? How is Sir John Carr getting on?   What was the last act of folly, in the shape of publication, committed by Mr. Pratt, or Dr. Mavor, or Miss Seward, or Mr. Hayley, or any other of Mr. Phillips's formidable host of inanity? Can you tell me anything concerning Jacky Morfitt, the Latinist of Birmingham?    You sometime since mentioned a poem by a Sepoy, which Leyden was translating; what expectations may I entertain on that head?    Are Knight and Price still at issue respecting the distinct character of the picturesque and the beautiful?    Has   anything  on   that   subject made its  appearance lately?    Now,  answer every one of these questions categorically, or to the best of your information, which I have no doubt is sufficiently extensive. Yours most sincerely,
T. L. PEACOCK.
Apropos, if you have Forsyth's Elements of Moral Science, send that too.
I once asked you if Miss Cornelia Knight [20]t remain unstrung for ever? Is Wordsworth
